II.

A COINER OF ANGELS.

SOME three nights later, thro' the thick brown
fog

A link-boy, dropping flakes of crimson fire,
Flared to the door and, through its glowing frame,
Ben Jonson and Kit Marlowe, arm in arm.
Swaggered into the Mermaid Inn, and called
For red-deer pies.

There, as they supped, I caught
Scraps of ambrosial talk concerning Will,
His Venus and Adonis.

" Gabriel thought

'Twas wrong to change the old writers and create
A cold Adonis."

" Laws were made for Will,
Not Will for laws, since first he stole a buck
In Charlecotc woods."

*'Where   never   a   buck
chewed fern,"

Laughed Kit, " unless it chewed the fern-seed too,
And walked invisible."

"Bring me some wine,"
called Ben,

And, with his knife thrumming upon the board,
He chanted, while  his comrade munched and
smiled.
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